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A Couple More Nights 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own these characters or the band. This is a one shot, but it is also a sequel to my story "Just a Bad 
Night." | don't own WKUK, only used the video (Wheel of Money, look it up! Really funny!) as a story point. Read 


and Review. Hope you enjoy. 


| woke up cradled against a broad chest. Janne must've woken up before me. Somehow, even when he sat up in 


bed, | always ended up atop him. | didn't open my eyes, just snuggled closer, enjoying the moment. 

"Wake up, sleepyhead" Janne said quietly, pressing his lips to the crown of my head. | groaned sleepily in 
response. "Come on, Alllu, let me see those eyes." He had taken my face into his hands, running thumbs along 
my cheekbones. | fluttered my eyelids open, finally, seeing Janne with a lazy smile looking down at me. | 
returned his contented look, yawning. 


"Good morning." He whispered, hugging me to his chest again. 


"Good morning.’ My voice was muffled against his skin. This problem was fixed when he lifted my chin and 


closed my lips with his own. He softly moved, using no tongue. Sweet morning kisses. 


Pulling away after a minute, Janne opened his mouth to speak. "You remember | have to go work with the 


record label on the keyboards for a few days. I'm leaving in a few minutes.’ 


Only then did | notice that he was dressed already. And there was a suitcase next to the bed, already packed. 
Fuck! | had completely forgotten. The whirlwind of recording this album had allowed it to slip my mind. 


"Oh..." | stuttered, disappointed. OF course | didn't want him to leave. It was only a few days, but it still sucked. 


"Yeah, but | will be back before you even notice l'm gone, like usual." He chuckled, looking over at the clock. "l'm 


leaving you with Henkka, so don't worry about missing me too much." 
"Leaving me with Henkka?" | probed, confused. What was he talking about? 


"Yeah, you are staying in his room while | am gone. I'm sure you two will have at least some fun. Don't worry, 
he won't do anything | wouldn't" Janne smiled a Cheshire Cat grin in my direction. My mouth was hanging open, 
and | didn't know what to think. It wasn't like him to let anyone else near me in that way, especially if he wasn't 
there to supervise. | knew he didn't mind Henkka dropping in on our fun every once in awhile but this..this was 


different. Even by Janne's standards. Which were pretty fucking eccentric. 
"But..?" | couldn't form even a question. 


"Now, now. Don't talk back. | already spoke to him about it. I'll see you soon" Janne's eyes crinkled in a real 
smile now, and he leaned in to kiss me again. | leaned back, still unsure what the hell was going on. He just 


grabbed the back of my head and eased me to meet him. His touch momentarily erased whatever | had been 


thinking about. 
‘| love you, Allu." His voice caressed me, but he was heading to the door. 


'| love you too." | answered less enthusiastically from the bed. And then he was gore. I'd really been hoping | 

would get some loving sex this morning after last night's painful experience. It really hurt to sit up. At least | 
wouldn't have to worry about Janne punishing me any more while he was gone..unless Henkka..no, he wouldn't. | 
did not see Henkka as having enough guts to do any real damage anyway. He would be afraid of angering Janne. 


But then again, he wasn't in an obedient relationship with the keyboardist like | was. 


Since | was pretty awake by now, | took my time picking out clothes, even though all my choices were black t- 
shirts, dark pants, and jackets. | was not excessively excited to leave this room and face Henkka, not only 
because of this weird situation Janne had created, but also because of embarrassment from last night. | 
blocked it from my mind, no use dwelling, but | still took my time. | reluctantly shoved on a beanie and pulled 
my hood up the way | did when | wanted my face to be obscured by curtains of fabric and hair. Time to leave 
the bedroom. 


| made my way to the kitchen to cook something for myself. It was almost noon and | was starving. To my 
surprise, someone had made it there before me, and it smelled like they'd already cooked something. There was 


only one other person in this band who could do more than microwave macin'cheese. Henkka. 
Sure enough, there, beside the stove, was the shirtless bassist, grinning lopsidedly at me. 


"Good morning, Alexi." He smiled, then turned back to the stovetop, where | couldn't see what he was making. | 
only hoped there was enough for me because it smelled fucking fantastic. 


"Good morning." | mumbled to Henkka's back. Slumping into the nearest seat at the kitchen table, | tried to avoid 
any further conversation by concentrating on the grain of the wood. It was very..brown. It must've been 
pretty fucking interesting, too, because | didn't even notice that anyone had approached my place before a 
plate was set down in front of me. French toast. 


‘lm sure you're hungry, so here you go." Henkka walked back to the kitchen without another word. This was 
new. | was definitely not used to anyone bringing me food. Of course, the surprise wasn't going to stop me 
from eating it. Henkka was a good cook, much better than me. 


"Thanks!" | called over to him after wolfing down a few bites. 


"No problem." He had made his way to the table with his own plate now, sitting in the chair next to mine. | 


couldn't really tell if there was awkwardness in the air, but | sure felt it. Henkka, however, seemed unfazed. 
"You look like you could use a shower. Your hair is a mess." He chuckled, picking up a strand of my matted 
blond hair from in front of my face. | instinctively pulled back, and a hurt look clouded Henkka's eyes, quickly 


replaced with his normal calm. 


"Anyway, when you're done, you can get a shower. Janne moved some of your stuff to my room, so go ahead 


and use mine." He said nonchalantly, burying his nose in a newspaper. 

"Why did he move my stuff?" | asked suspiciously. 

"Because you're staying in my room." He didn't even look up. 

"He's only going to be gone a few days, he said. I'll be fine." | muttered. | didn't want to stay in Henkka's room. | 
was extremely uncomfortable sitting at the table with him, not to mention sleeping in his bed. Without Janne 


around, it seemed wrong. 


"Well, it's not really up for debate. He's the one who moved your stuff” Now Henkka set down his paper and 
looked me in the eyes. His piercing blue irises were naturally hard, if not cold. 


"But." | couldn't think of what to say. Nothing was going to dissuade him, that was for sure. 


"The real question is why are you so against it?" Henkka interrogated. 


"| don't like being passed around like a fucking toy, that's why." My voice rose, giving away my barely contained 


anger. 


"Alexi" He said my name sternly, glaring at me. Letting silence hang in the air around my tensed shoulders. 
Then, "Janne wanted us to get more comfortable with our relationship. With me being involved from time to 
time. So that it wouldn't be awkward. Of course you're not a toy, and I'm not going to treat you like one." The 


words were measured and soothing. | exhaled. 


‘lm going to get a shower." | stood up stiffly and walked the unfamiliar path to Henkka's room. Id never really 
looked around in here before. The walls were pale, covered with a few posters. The bathroom was pretty much 


identical to the one | usually used. Sure enough, my shampoo and soap were sitting on a shelf inside. 


The hot water gave me the ability to relax both physically and psychologically. Get more comfortable with our 
relationship? It did make sense. If Janne planned to invite Henkka more often, which | can't say | would mind, 
perhaps it would be productive to get closer to the bassist. That way, on mornings like this one, | wouldn't 
have to walk into the kitchen dreading seeing a member of my own band. The whole situation still made me 


uneasy, but | trusted Janne. And | was supposed to trust Henkka. 


Stepping out of the shower, | dried off my hair and twisted the towel around my waist. A look in the mirror 
told me that | needed to shave. | managed to do so without cutting myself, which for me most of the time 
was quite an accomplishment. It was a running joke in the band that | couldn't hold a razor without cutting 


myself, whether | was depressed or not. Okay..so maybe it was an inappropriate joke, but whatever. 
"Did you have everything you needed?" Henkka's voice startled me from the doorway. 


‘Oh shit, umm, yeah." | blinked. How long had he been standing there? "I've just gotta dry my hair and I'll be out 
of here." | shifted nervously. 


Henkka seemed to notice and took a tentative step out of the doorframe and towards me. "If you don't mind, | 


can dry your hair." 


His voice was so quiet, so innocent, and | didn't mind someone playing with my hair. So | nodded my head in 
agreement. This brought forth a grin from the bassist. His eyes squinted genuinely as he picked up the 
blowdryer and started running his fingers through my hair, loosening the tangled pieces. 


The warm air mixed with his long fingers brushing my scalp was an intoxicating sensation My eyes may've 
even been drooping a little. Was it possible to fall asleep standing up? The dryer stopped, bringing me back to 
my senses. Henkka let his fingers linger, giving me a soft pat on the head. 


"You have beautiful hair." He murmured. For a second | thought he was going to kiss me, but either | was 


wrong or he thought the better of it. 


"We are recording today, so see you in the studio." Again that charming smile, and he was gone. Time to get 


ready for the day, however fucking weird it might be. 


In the studio things were normal. We never brought any of our relationship dynamics into the making of the 
music, seeing as | was the lead singer, guitarist, and writer of the material. Today was no exception. We were 
recording guitar parts, so Jaska controlled the computer while Roope and | did some improvised solos to fill in 
the songs we'd worked on last week. | enjoyed recording, but not as much as touring. Luckily, there was still 
alcohol involved in both. We managed to finish off the beer supply by five o' clock, which meant time to go 
home. All of us were pretty shit-faced, but not blackout drunk It was still too painful to sit down to let that 


happen again soon. 

Some of the guys from the studio drove us to the house so that we wouldn't crash and kill anyone..or 
ourselves. Roope was talking about some show he'd played when he was younger, | was only half listening. The 
other part of my attention was outside the window, thinking about where | was going to sleep tonight and 
whether Henkka was going to want to do anything with me. | couldn't tell if the dread | felt at the though was 


apprehension or nervous excitement. 


"Alexi, we're here dumbass! Get out!" Jaska was pulling on my arm, apologizing to the driver, who was looking 
back at me with a bemused smile. 


"Sorry, shit, just thinking." | allowed Jaska to yank me to my feet and in through the front door. 
‘lm fucking starving!" Jaska slung an arm around my shoulder jovially. "You want pizza?" 
"Yes!" | was starving too. 


Before long my stomach was sated and | was dozing off in a chair while the rest of the guys watched TV or 
sat on their laptops. | wasn't as into all of the technological stuff as they were. | didn't really see the point. 


"Alexi." Someone whispered in my ear. | blinked rapidly, clearing my eyes. "Time for bed, it looks like." Henkka 


chuckled, scooping me up into his arms like | weighed nothing. 
"| can walk! Fucker!" | griped. He ignored me and walked to his room. 


"You can have this side, okay?" He smiled as he set me down, pulling the covers back a little but setting me 
atop them anyway. 


"Yeah." | answered, more than a little relieved at the idea of ‘sides’ Sides were safe. Sides were separate. Sides 


were not sex. 


Just then | heard another voice in the room. What the fuck? | lifted my head up and saw Jaska standing close 
to Henkka. Really close. Were they? Kissing? | squinted. It was dark, but my ears still worked, and soon a quiet 


squeak from Henkka when Jaska bent his head to his neck clued me in. They were making out at the foot of 
the goddamn bed. 


"What the fuck are you two--" 


"Alexi. Quiet." Henkka snapped his head towards me in warning. My mouth snapped shut impulsively, but | kept 
gaping at them. | didn't even know they were together. Was this a new thing? And why did | have to stay in a 


room where they were about to do god knows what!? 


Jaska was pushing Henkka toward the opposite side of the bed, slipping off his shirt. Completely ignoring me for 
the time being. Henkka's shirt was off in the next second, and they were now laying tangled up in each other. It 
was like a train wreck or something, | couldn't fucking look away! Jaska was on top of Henkka, licking his flat 
chest, biting here and there. Henkka continued to make little squeaks of pleasure and pain under the drummer's 
ministrations. Their crotches moved together, and Jaska moved a hand to slip past the button of Henkka's 
pants. Henkka's body quivered, and | heard a chuckle from Jaska's mouth. 


| was paying too much attention, but how could | not? They were literally inches away, getting hot and heavy, 
and here | was, laid out and completely uninvolved. | couldn't help it, | could feel my pants getting tighter. | tried 
to be discreet in shifting my position to offer some relief. 


Jaska pulled down Henkka's pants, revealing his hard cock. The same one l'd had in my mouth last night. Elegant 
and beautiful like everything else about him. 


"Turn over." Jaska growled into Henkka's ear, grabbing his hips. Henkka eagerly complied. Wait, Henkka on 
bottom? Watching him under Jaska, getting prepared and fucked. Jesus Christ. There was no denying it, it was 
hot. | subtly reached a hand down to my own crotch, cupping my arousal, never looking away from the show 


they were putting on. 


Henkka's strangled cries signaled when Jaska entered him. They settled into a quick pace, Jaska reaching around 
to jerk Henkka off with the rhythm of their hips. One that | matched ashamedly with a hand in my pants. 


Sweat was beginning to gather on the edge of my hairline. 
"Say my name, Henkka. | want to hear you." Jaska purred into the bassist's ear. 


Henkka started up a broken rendition of a chant, his voice catching periodically. Jaska captured him in a kiss, 
pulling his hair to turn his head, and this sent Henkka over the edge. He moaned into Jaska's mouth, grinding 
into the sheets. Jaska continued to ride him while | , transfixed and lost in some weird voyeuristic ecstasy, 
watched in awe. When Jaska came, he stiffened and arched his back, driving all the way into Henkka, who was 
slumped on the bed He smiled lazily, running a hand down Henkka's back. 


"So good" He murmured, into Henkka's blond locks. Then, he stood up and pulled on his shorts. Only then, for the 
first time, did he look at me. Grinning evilly, he poked Henkka. 


"You might want to take care of that.." He pointed to me, but | was too close to finishing to really give a fuck. 
They had just fucked right next to me, and the oncoming climax had demolished my embarrassment. | did 
notice Henkka turn over to look at me while Jaska left the room. | guess it was some sort of hit and run? Or 
maybe they just couldn't fit three of us in the bed Now wasn't really a good time to think about it: 

"No!" Henkka suddenly moved to grab my wrists. He held my hand still, bringing me to a screeching halt. 
"What the fuck!" | spat at him, trying to get him to let go of me. 


"I said no, no touching yourself" Henkka clarified. Then, he pinned my wrists above my head, leaving me out to 


dry figuratively and literally. 
"Why not!?" | whined with genuine frustration 


"| said so. You're not to come without my permission" He leveled his eyes at me. How could he go from getting 


fucked by Jaska one minute to acting all domineering to me the next? 

Fine, can | have your permission" | wanted to be sarcastic, but it came out more earnestly pleading. 

"No." He answered simply. 

"You bastard!" | cried out, reigniting my struggles against his iron grip. | was pissed. 

He put a knee in the middle of my stomach and applied some pressure, grabbing my chin with one of his hands. 


"Don't talk to me like that" His voice was threateningly quiet. He didn't let go of my face, squeezing a little for 


emphasis. "| said no. Now apologize." 

| laid still. Considering. The look in his eyes was different than the normally lenient Henkka. 

"Sorry." | barely mouthed the word, breaking eye contact. 

"Alright." He removed his knee so that | could take a deep breath again. His face hovered above mine then 
descended so that his lips were ever-so-lightly touching my own, not moving. He pressed down briefly, then 
sat back up. | was staring wordlessly at his face. There was no denying how utterly beautiful he was. Angelic, 
one might chance to say. Strong and delicate at the same time. 

"You're tired, why don't we try to sleep." 


"| *was* tired" | said under my breath. 


"Just close your eyes, you'll be asleep before you know it” 


Did he know | still had a hard-on? | willed it away, but | just kept thinking about how much | wanted to do 
something about it. Sleep. Sleep. Sleep. Easier thought than done. Strong arms wound around my middle, dragging 
me more to the center of the bed. He rested his forehead on the back of my neck. At some point | guess | did 
fall asleep like that. 
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| woke up unbearably hot. Henkka had wrapped himself tightly around me during the night and the covers were 
over us, trapping in the combined heat of our bodies. | tried to push them down, but Henkka's arms were over 
my own. | wriggled and he stirred, loosening his arms to let me rearrange myself. | pushed off all of the 


covers and turned over. My right arm was asleep, so | figured switching wouldn't be a bad idea. 


"Good morning." Henkka yawned and shut his eyes. The sun on his face exaggerated the underlying bone 


structure. 
"Morning." 


Neither of us were especially excited to get up apparently because we laid there in silence for at least ten 


minutes without moving. Then, Henkka leaned forward and set his chin on my head. 
"Do you want anything for breakfast? | can go get it started” 


| was surprised by my initial instinct to ask him not to get up. | was also surprised at the idea of him offering 


to cook for me, since with Janne | was always the one to cook when necessary. 
‘Oh, um. | mean, whatever you're making is fine." | stuttered, more awake than | wanted to be. 


"No, come on. Just tell me something and I'll make it, whatever you want." Henkka pushed my hair behind my 
exposed ear, repeating the motion like he had two nights ago. 


"| liked what you made yesterday, that was good" | smiled hopefully at him, and he pecked me on the nose. 


"French toast it shall be then" He raked his hand through his own hair and rolled over, standing up. | watched 


his every move. 


‘lm going to leave, come out whenever, but don't even think about touching yourself" He said sternly, then 
left. Shit. | wished he hadn't said anything at all. Now | was just painfully aware that | still had the remnants of 
a dissatisfying evening in the pit of my gut. Probably better to just get up now and not think about it. | should 
help him in the kitchen Or get a cold shower. 
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| sat down with tendrils of dripping hair pasted to my neck and shoulders. Maybe | could've handled a little 
warmer, | thought, goosebumps rising on my arms. Whatever the case, the shower had done its job. | was 


more focused on getting warm than anything else at the moment. 


"Excuse me, I've got to go get my jacket” | stood up from the table where Henkka was sitting. He looked at my 
frigid state, heading back over to the kitchen to check up on the state of his creation. 


The jacket helped a little, but being cold and wet wasn't really an easy combination to get rid of. | was still 
shivering, but at least the food was done. 


"Here you go" Like yesterday a plate full of food materialized | front of me. 
"Thank you." | said warmly, giving Henkka my best grateful smile. 


It was then that Jaska walked out, sniffing the air. He looked well-rested this morning, and, seeing that Henkka 
had cooked again, he grabbed a plate and took what was left. 


"Thanks Henkka! It's nice having our own chef around here.” He laughed. 

"Oh, so l'm just the chef now," Henkka deadpanned, "I should sell my basses for frying pans." 

"Oh, come on, no reason you can't do both." 

"Ah, so | do twice the work for none of the glory.” They were both laughing, and | was trying to figure out if 
there were any signs | had missed. What exactly was their relationship like, now that | knew they'd had sex. 
Definitely more than once. All | could see was friendship, no different than between me and Roope. Speaking of 
the devil. 

"What is all the racket out here!?" Roope's voice joined Jaska and Henkka's chorus. 

"Sorry, just some ungrateful jerk being dumb." Henkka jerked a thumb at Jaska, leading Jaska punch him in the 
arm. “Ah. If you punch my arm | will not be able to play bass or cook. Then where will the band be? Starving 


and sounding exactly the same." 


We all laughed at that. It wasn't true, of course. The bass, though less noticeable than say, lead guitar, was an 


important part of filling out the sound. Still, it was not an instrument people usually noticed too much in a song. 


"Aww, you know | love you. Don't leave." Jaska moaned in a sappy voice, leaning down to give Henkka a sloppy 


fake-kiss on the cheek. 


"Ick! Get your spit away from me Jaskal" Henkka rubbed frantically at his cheek. | was cracking up at their 


antics. It was nice to feel like messing around again. When the raucous died down and everyone had finished we 


headed back to the studio all over again. Being a rockstar isn't always as glamorous as it seems. It was a lot of 


repetitive work. But | loved the work, so no big deal. 


| grabbed my shoes from Henkka's room, quickly turning around to head back out without looking. | slammed 
into Henkka's hard chest blocking my path. Stumbling backwards a few steps, | looked up. 


"Hey, no alcohol today, alright?" 
"What?" | was always drunk in studio. Especially if | were doing vocals. 


"Janne told me not to let you drink today. You were drunk yesterday." Henkka explained as if he were reading a 


boring laundry list or something. 


"Fuck that. You guys drank yesterday, too. Besides. Janne's not here. Remember, he left me with you." | hissed 
the last part a little bit accusingly. 


Fine, whatever. | don't want you drinking today, then" He was looking at me coolly. And | was not fucking happy. 
| was sick of him telling me what to do. First he makes me go to sleep in an..uncomfortable..state, now | can't 
even drink. I'm the lead guitarist for Christ's sake. Not a kid. 

"And why should | listen to you? It's the studio. [ts band business." | retaliated. 

"That's why l'm telling you now and not once we get there." 

"Its not even the fact that | can't drink, it's the fucking principle." | muttered. 


"Hey, its not my idea. Janne specifically said" Henkka added a little defensively. 


| won't get too drunk, okay. And don't try to shove it off on him. He's not here." | decided to try persuasion. 


Henkka was too rice, right? 


"| said no, too." | could sense his resolve wavering. | knew he didn't really care if | drank or not. He was just 


doing what Janne said, which meant | could convince him. 


"Henkka, please. | always sing better. It's the studio, not home." | softened my voice, looking him in the eyes with 
my puppy face. Transfixed, he absentmindedly pulled down his sweatshirt. 


"Uhh. Fuck it. Fine, you can do what you want in the studio. You're right." He conceded, looking at the 
floorboards. My heart leapt a little bit. It was not very often | actually got my own way in these matters. 


Henkka was so soft, as | said, too nice. 


"Thank you." | chirped, leaning in and giving him a quick kiss, which | knew would surprise him and hopefully 
please him. Then | skipped out to the car and waited for someone to drive so that we could get to work. 


True to my word | didn't drink much. It popped into my mind that | might be in trouble when Janne got home, 
if he found out. | just blocked it from my mind. No use worrying about it now. | focused on singing the 
harmony parts, or rather just screaming my guts out. Beer seemed to help me get that gravelly tone. Usually 
Janne would be the one helping me record vocals, like | helped him do keyboards. | missed him, even though it 
had only been two days. Screaming exacerbated the feeling of his absence. | didn't know exactly when he was 


supposed to get home. Probably tomorrow or the next day? 


The ride home was pretty quiet. | wasn't in much of a talking mood, and apparently neither was anyone else. 
Henkka and Jaska were squeezed pretty tightly together against the window, and | wondered if | was going to 
have to be an inactive bystander again to their..amorous activities. Okay, so even if it was hot in the moment, 
it didn't mean | wanted it to happen again. Especially if Henkka was going to keep torturing me, keeping me from 


having any of the fun. 


Turned out, | didn't have to worry. | ended up in Henkka's bed alone. He'd left me here and walked out, 
presumably to Jaska's room to continue what ever relationship they had. | was pretty sure | could hear noises 
through the wall that made me want to put the pillow over my ears because it brought back memories of 
last night. God they were fucking sexy. Henkka was almost unbearably beautiful, and Jaska looked like a good 
fuck. Oh shit. Memories weren't all that those muffled noises were bringing back. | sat on my hands to keep 
myself from worsening the situation in my pants. | turned onto my stomach, hoping that the pressure would 


ease some of the desire and arousal. 


The door opened and in walked Henkka, body glistening with a sheen of post-sex sweat. So somebody got lucky 
tonight, and it sure as hell wasn't me. 


"Are you asleep?" He whispered. | flipped over, eyeing him critically. 

"No." 

"Oh, well then, I'm going to shower. Be right back" And he was gone again 

| was a guy, and | had been drawn to the edge and denied a couple of times in the last few days..did | have 
enough time to do anything about this before he got back out? Worth a shot. Without really thinking it 
through | had my hardening dick in my hand, stroking quickly up and down, hoping this would be a quick job. The 


room was silent except for the rustling of my body moving against the sheets. 


"Alexi!" | heard a drawn out version of my name from the direction of the bathroom. Damn it! What were the 


fucking odds! Henkka was striding towards me with an unhappy scowl. "Stop it!" 


| was frozen in shock that this was actually happening again. Frustration was boiling over. Henkka had something 


in his hands, | hadn't noticed until now. He leaned over me, grabbing my arms and forcing them over my head. 


"| guess the word 'no' has completely lost its meaning to you." He commented dryly, wrapping a scarf around 


on of my wrists, connecting it to the bars of the headboard. 


"Henkka, l'm sorry, okay. | was.." Shame and frustration had me almost in tears. | was so fucking close. Henkka 


was starting on the other arm. 

"Your apology is accepted, Allu. You didn't come, after all. Not for lack of trying.” He stood back and looked down 
at me, laying with both arms stretched and immobile. "Now you get to sleep like that. Since you can't seem to 
follow simple directions." 

My shoulders weren't unbearably twisted, which was good, if | were going to be stuck like this for very long. 
Still, this was not a comfortable position, and it left me exposed and defenseless. | couldn't really move except 


for my legs. 


When Henkka got out of the shower, he laid down next to me without a word, slinging one arm over my 


abdomen 

"Are your arms alright?" He mumbled. 

| mean, they could be better." | answered sarcastically. 

"Yeah, well, maybe if you were better you wouldn't be tied up in the first place." He said sharply. 

| went silent. This was going to be a long night. 

FOI III II IRI 

"Alexi. Wakey wakey." A cool palm patted my cheek. | had only just fallen asleep. Why was | waking up? | moaned 
and buried my face in my arm, warding off whatever invisible force was trying to pull me out of my recently 


achieved unconsciousness. 


"Come on" The pats got a little firmer. | blinked, squinting against the sun streaming through the windows of 


Henkka's room. "Good morning. l'm going to untie you." 


| titted my head up to watch as long fingers loosened the scarves. When my arms were finally my own again, | 
lowered them carefully to my sides. My wrists were red but not chafed, and | let blood flow through my 


shoulders and biceps with relief. 


Henkka's hand traced a line from my navel to my chin, traveling along my jaw line to my ear and cupping my 


face. He pulled me upward, meeting me with a nibble to the other side of my jaw. He pulled back to look at me. 


"| do not appreciate being ignored. When | say something, especially when Janne has left you with me, | expect 


the same obedience you would give to him." Henkka's voice was low and commanding. 


| responded automatically to his assumption of the dominant role. "Yes, sir.” 


He smiled kindly, forcefully kissing me and entering his tongue into my mouth, tickling my own. His big hands 
splayed on my ribcage. 


"Okay. Good boy." He chuckled, standing back up. He was fully dressed and ready to start his day. 


| eased myself fully awake, eventually ending up in the sitting area with Roope's phone in my lap. He didn't care 
when | used it, and | was bored. | got on YouTube, intending to look up a music video or something to watch, 
but instead got sidetracked by a video Roope already had open It was called "Whitest Kids You Know," which 
was a confusing English title. Why would Roope be watching something in English when he didn't even speak it 
so well? | accidentally hit a button that started the video over instead of getting off of it. 


There was some sort of game show, it looked like an American show I'd heard of..Wheel of Fortune or some 
shit. | watched, catching as many words as | could from the chattering characters on screen It was fucking 
weird. | found myself laughing a bit when the first guy was introduced. Then, he spun the wheel, and like some 
slapstick horror show, his arms tore clean off, blood spurting everywhere. Oh god. | was laughing so hard 
throughout the rest of the clip that tears welled in my eyes. In the end everyone on the show ended up dead, 


strewn around the wheel of money. | was cackling as the cameramen struggled to cover up the carnage. 
"Show me that smile." A familiar voice said affectionately from behind me. 

| turned around, startled out of the video. 

"Janne!" | exclaimed, jumping up against the back of the couch, smiling giddily. 


He bent down and wrapped me in a hug, crushing me hard to his chest. For the first time since he'd left | felt 


completely comfortable again. | never wanted him to let go. 

"| missed you." | said tentatively. 

"| missed you too, Allu" He cupped the back of my head, moving my chin to rest on his shoulder, lifting me up 
and over the couch so that | was standing closer to him. Then he bent down to kiss me. The kiss was 
everything | loved about him, tenderness, force, aggression, and love. | was really way too horny for only two 


days of being denied. 


"| love when you laugh." Janne murmured quietly, almost as if he didn't mean for me to hear. | was still latched 
To his waist. 


"How was it?" He asked after moving to sit down, pulling me onto his lap and playing with the ends of my hair. 


"Boring. Recorded some quitars and vocals." | answered vaguely. 
g g guely 


"You know what | meant. Were you okay with Henkka?" He prodded. 
"Actually, yes, | think so." | said truthfully. We had reached a higher level of comfort, right? Mutual respect. 


"Good. You smell like alcohol though, so l'm assuming Henkka gave in to your persuasions?" Janne chuckled. | just 


looked at him quiltily. He gave me a chaste kiss. "| suspected as much. It's okay, it was his final call." 

‘OF course, if he gave in for beer, | am sure he gave in for sex too?" Janne assumed, not even really asking. 
"What do you mean? We didn't do anything..." 

"I told him not to let you come while | was gone." Janne state matter-of-factly. 

"He actually enforced that" | grimaced, slightly pissed of and feeling toyed with yet again 


"Oh. In that case," Janne ran a hand up my thigh toward my crotch. "you must be pent up." | subtly arched 


forward. | couldn't handle any more teasing. 


"Yes.." | looked at him hopefully, trying to appease him. He let his hand brush between my legs, arousing me 


from over my shorts, simultaneously biting my earlobe. | gasped. 


"Bedroom?" He purred into my ear. | eagerly jumped off of his knee and started walking. | heard his surprised 
laughter behind me. 


When he caught up I'd already discarded my shirt and was working on my belt. His hands covered mine. 


‘Ive got it" He swiftly had me naked, grabbing my throbbing member in his hand and twisting his wrist slowly, 


making me whimper in anticipation. 

"Please." | was already begging. He let go and shoved me toward the bed, bending me over the edge. | heard him 
digging through the bedside drawer. With no warning he stuck two slick fingers inside of me, making me squeal 
my objection before relaxing into his preparations. He wanted to go fast, so did |. 

He gripped my hips tightly, sliding one hand up my chest. He leaned over my back, biting my shoulder hard. | 
threw my head back in agony and ecstasy. While | was lost in the sensation of his teeth worrying my skin he 


thrust into me. 


He went fast from start to finish, grabbing my erection roughly and bringing me to the edge before slowing 
down. | whined, | needed it so badly. He repeated the cycle a few times, infuriating me. 


"Janne, come one, please, | need to--" He tugged my hair. Why why why. | needed release. 


His final few thrusts were hard and erratic, and | felt him go still behind me, moaning lightly. | looked over my 


shoulder desperately, willing him not to leave me like this. Finish the job! He smirked at me. | internally groaned. 
That was not a good sign. | leaned forward into the bed, grinding my hips. 


"Ah." He yanked me back promptly. "You have to ask." 
"Please, Janne, please can | come!" | spewed out without any resistance. 


I'm not the one to ask this time, Allu." He pressed a kiss to my lower back and stood up to full height, walking 
to the door. Not again. This time | think real tears of frustration were pouring down my face. Fucker! | slumped 


into the bed spread. 


Just then, a pair of hands flipped me over and something warm and wet engulfed me. | immediately moaned in 
pleasure. Looking down, to my utter shock, | saw a pair of blue eyes gazing up at me, Henkka! His lips and 
tongue were bringing me back to the edge. For a second | thought | must've fallen asleep and was dreaming, 
but he didn't stop. The heat spread from my groin all the way to my fingertips. At the last minute he pulled 
off and looked at me expectantly. 


"Henkka," | was reduced to a sputtering mess, " please can | come now." 

‘Of course." He smiled slyly, plunging me once again into the heat of his mouth. My fingernails were cutting into 
my palms with the tension And then, finally, | felt my muscles spasm and the most delightful climax wash 
over me. Henkka kept sucking, swallowing everything. My eyes were practically rolling back in my head, and it 


took half a minute for my hips to return to the bed. 


"Thank you." | whispered from the haze of pleasure. | guess it had been worth the wait. 


